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BATHROOM 


INTERLUDE 


‘Daphne, | need to talk to you,’ Mr 
Vingley says in a hushed sort of 
voice. ‘Ah ... let’s go in here for a 
moment.’ 


He means the bathroom. Arthur 
Vingley has been waiting to catch 
Daphne, standing inside the spare 
bedroom with the door ajar until he 
hears her come out of the bathroom 
and then stepping smartly out. He is 
keeping his voice down because Mrs 
Vingley, Mabel, is still asleep and he 
does not wish to alert her to the fact 
that he is going in the bathroom with 
Daphne. 


Daphne is the Vingleys’ new parlour 
maid, a tall and very good-looking 
brunette. That is part of the problem, 
with Mabel that is. Mabel wants a 
smart and attractive parlour maid 
who will be a credit to the Vingley 
house and to herself as its mistress, 
but at the same time there are 
drawbacks to having a girl who is 
very attractive. Chief of these is that 
Arthur may get too interested. Arthur 
is aware of this problem and does his 
best to dispel it whenever Mabel is 
around. The fact is, though, that yes 
he is interested in Daphne. Very 
definitely. What master in his own 
house wouldn’t be? 


Unfortunately lan took rather a 
fancy to Daphne, and one 
afternoon Mrs Wilmot found them 
in lan's room. lan had Daphne’s 
knickers off and was fucking her 
on the bed. 


Daphne doesn’t question Mr 
Vingley’s instruction of course. A 
parlour maid does not question her 
master’s wishes. She has been here 
less than a week and is keen to 
please both of her new employers. 
Daphne is just 20 and this is her 
second job in service. Before that she 


had a couple of jobs as ashopgirl but 
was not too happy with it, so on an 
aunt’s advice decided to try 
domestic service. Being a maid ina 
private house can be pleasant 
enough, but there can also be 
problems as Daphne found out at her 
other place. There the problem was 
the 16-year-old son. You have to try 
to please all the members of the 
family of course. Unfortunately lan 
took rather a fancy to Daphne, and 
one afternoon Mrs Wilmot found 
them in lan's room. lan had Daphne’s 
knickers off and was fucking her on 
the bed. 

That was how Daphne lost that job. 
She tearfully told Mrs Wilmot, after 
lan had hastily departed, that she had 
tried to stop him but couldn’t. Rather 
foolishly perhaps Daphne had 
agreed to take her knickers off when 
he kept on at her, and reluctantly let 
him fondle her pussy. One thing led 
to another after that and before 
Daphne knew it she was on her back 
on the bed, with lan’s stiff and urgent 
organ sliding in and out of her. 


Mr Vingley has once or twice put 
his arms round her in an 
affectionate manner, when Mrs 
Vingley is not present of course. 
His hand has also more than once 
quietly groped Daphne’s 
succulent bottom. 


Mrs Wilmot said she was sorry but 
Daphne would nonetheless have to 
go. However she did give Daphne a 
good reference, making no mention 
that there had been a problem. So 
the Vingleys know nothing of that 
unfortunate matter. They also have 
no 16-year-old son, or indeed any 
children. There is, though, Mr Arthur 
Vingley himself. Daphne is already 
aware of a certain interest from her 
employer. Mr Vingley has once or 
twice put his arms round her in an 


affectionate manner, when Mrs 
Vingley is not present of course. His 
hand has also more than once quietly 
groped Daphne’s succulent bottom. 
Hopefully it is not going to be a 
problem. 


Arthur carefully closes the bathroom 
door behind them, then bolts it. It is 8 
o'clock and with any luck Mable will 
not be about for another hour. Not of 
course that he intends to spend a 
whole hour in here with delicious 
Daphne, but it is nice to feel there is 
plenty of time. She is in her dessing 
gown — over what? He tells her to 
take it off. The bathroom is nice and 
warm, slightly steamy because 
Daphne has just had a bath. Mabel is 
not too happy about the parlour maid 
using their bathroom (Daphne has a 
washbasin in her own room) and has 
told her she can only have a bath 
once a week. But behind Mabel's 
back Arthur has contermanded this 
and said Daphne can take one as 
often as she likes, before Mabel gets 
up. 


There is Daphne's ripe bottom in a 
mouth-watering pair of brief ivory 
French knickers. And her long legs 
in sheer beige stockings which are 
fastened with a black satin 
suspender belt, its slim straps 
spanning creamy bare upper 
thighs. A pair of sexy black high- 
heeled pumps completes this 
vision. 


Daphne reluctantly removes the 
dressing gown. Underneath she is 
fully dressed apart from her skirt 
which she was just going to put on in 
her room. Daphne is only required to 
wear a uniform in the afternoons, in 
the mornings it can be a skirt and 
blouse but of course she has to be 
smartly dressed. Today she has ona 
very fetching white silk blouse with 
broad vertical red stripes in it. The 
blouse is an eye-catcher — but even 
more so is the rest, which of course 
would not normally be on display. 
There is Daphne’s ripe bottom in a 
mouth-watering pair of brief ivory 
French knickers. And her long legs in 
sheer beige stockings which are 
fastened with a black satin 
suspender belt, its slim straps 
spanning creamy bare upper thighs. 
A pair of sexy black high-heeled 
pumps completes this vision. 


Daphne is not happy to display all 
this to her employer. Especially in the 
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close confines of the bathroom with 
the door locked. What does he want 
anyway? Lurking in her mind of 
course is the thought of that lan 
Wilmot. Daphne really doesn’t want 
any more of that. The thought of Mrs 
Vingley — who to Daphne is a 
formidable woman — suddenly 
appearing. 


What does Arthur Vingley want? 
Well, there is a certain something he 
has in mind. He is very pleased with 
Daphne and he has no complaints, 
none at all. He is especially pleased 
with her big shapely tits and her 
lovely bottom that he can’t resist 
groping whenever the occasion 
allows. So no complaints — but 


Arthur does feel that as master of the 
house he should be imparting a little 
discipline from time to time. It is really 
only proper. Physical discipline is 
what he has in mind. A little physical 
chastisement. 


As he informs her of what he has in 
mind. Arthur has in fact brought a 
handy leather strap with him, it is 
dangling out of his back trouser 
pocket. He tells Daphne he is going 
to use this strap on her saucy (and 
saucily-clad) bottom. 


And with Daphne clad — or under- 
clad — as she is, that feeling is just 
about irresistible. Certainly Arthur 
Vingley cannot resist it. He reaches 
out to the lovely girl. The need to 
touch her also cannot be resisted. 


Arthur's hands take hold of the 
choice parts. Daphne's tits; then one 
hand round to grope her lovely bum. 
As he informs her of what he has in 
mind. Arthur has in fact brought a 
handy leather strap with him, it is 


dangling out of his back trouser 
pocket. He tells Daphne he is going 
to use this strap on her saucy (and 
saucily-clad) bottom. 


For this he wants her astride the 


wooden towel rack. Bending right 
over it. Furthermore Daphne must 
take the strapping in silence, or 
virtually so. They must on no account 
wake Mabel. 


‘No... Please ...!’ Daphne pleads in a 
half-whisper, compensating for the 
constraint on sound with an 
exaggerated shaking of her pretty 
head. She is ignoring as best she can 
the groping hands (there is nothing 
she can do about them of course) but 
a strapping is something else! 
Alright, you are aware that a girl can 
get strapped or caned in domestic 


course displayed in this very sexy “Come on!’ he orders firmly. ‘And just 
underwear. He has got to get to work remember to keep it quiet. There’s no 
with his strap, right away. need to make a lot of noise, I’m sure 


service, if she has committed a 
serious misdemeanour. Also some 
masters and mistresses can enjoy 
handing out a caning or strapping, | 
has Daphne heard that? But not for 

nothing at all! And Mr Vingley 
seemed so nice and friendly. If you 
had to think one of them was кеепоп |” 
it you would pretty definitely go for | 

Mrs Vingley. 


He is indeed in quite a highly 
aroused state now, with Daphne’s 
body freshly bathed ‘and smelling” 
seductively of bath oils and scent 
and also of course displayed in this 
very sexy underwear. He has до to 
get to work with his strap 


Maybe this just goes to show how 
wrong a girl can be (rather like that 
lan Wilmot who Daphne had thought 
was such a nice quiet boy). Because 
Arthur Vingley is not joking, he is very 
serious about what he wants. He is 
indeed in quite a highly aroused state 
‘now, with Daphne’s body freshly 
bathed and smelling seductively of 
bath oils and scent and also of 
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you’ve had this marvellous bottom 
strapped before.’ 


This is true. Daphne has had her 
bottom strapped once or twice by 
her father and also by an uncle. But 
that doesn’t make it any easier, it is a 
highly unpleasant and generally 
painful experience. But what can she 
do? Yell out, in the hope of waking 
Mrs Vingley? What good would that 


do? There would just be some kind of 
awful scene, resulting no doubt in 
Daphne getting the sack. Just as at 
the Wilmots. She doesn’t want that, 
she likes this job. Even if it means 
getting strapped by Mr Vingley? 
Well ... 


Daphne is anyway doing what she 
has to do. Getting astride the towel 
rail. Mr Vingley pushes her head 
down. And then yanks those sexy 
French knickers right up into the cleft 
of her ripe bum. 


The broad leather strap slices down. | sleeper. More to the point is the hot, 
She clenches her bottom-cheeks. Oh Jesus! It makes a loud sounding | stinging pain which has Daphne 
As the strap cuts in again, and SPLATT ... loud enough you might | struggling not to yell out. Fresh from 
again, Daphne's poor bum writhes imagine to carry to Mrs Vingleys | her bath, Daphne's body has that 
in desperation. bedroom. But maybe she is a heavy | soft and volnerable feel, so that when 
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the strap whips into her thrust-out 
rear the pain is diabolical. She 
clenches her bottom-cheeks. As the 
strap cuts in again, and again, 


Daphne’s poor bum writhes in 
desperation. 


Mr Vingley, though breathing heavily, 


keeps going in an energetic manner. 
Daphne is not entirely silent, it is 
impossible to be, and there is the 
undeniable sound of the strap. But 


hopefully, for both of them, Mabel 
Vingley is still sleeping soundly. After 
a while Arthur Vingley does stop. But 
it is only to slide Daphne’s sexy 
knickers down. Then he starts again, 
on her now red and glowing bare 
bottom. 


Finally the strapping does come to an 
end. But Mr Vingley tells Daphne to 
stay where she is. He is pulling her 
lowered knickers on down her legs, 
then off over the high-heeled pumps. 
And then … after alittle pause ... there 
is something else. Daphne 


immediately knows what it is. ‘No ... 
ооо ...’ she whimpers. It is Arthur 


Vingley’s stiff prick. Nosing in 
between her thighs to her wet pussy. 


es, he breathed, somewhat 
wheezily. Arthur Vingley is no longer 
in the first flush of youth, but the spirit 
is willing And his stiff penis, its 


engorged red head glowing, cannot 
be denied. He finds Daphne’s 
entrance, and gives an appreciative 
little grunt. A quick prayer that Mabel 


will not make a move for another ten 
minutes. That will be more than good 
enough. Rapturously he slides 
himself deep into Daphne’s cunt. 
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MAIDS OF PLEASURE 


In a large room empty except for a 
long upright ladder and a carpenter’s 
trestle a beautiful blonde woman is 
wielding a cane. She is wearing only a 
pair of brief black French knickers 
plus dark nylons and high heels and is 
whipping the cane into the ripe 
buttocks of a girl who is stretched up 
face-front to the ladder. This girl, who 
is perhaps 18 or 19, is wearing only a 
little black bolero jacket, nothing 
else. A second girl, maybe a little 
older than the one being caned, 
stands to one side. This girl is wearing 
marginally more than the other two: a 
black top and a matching short skirt 
which has a full zip down the front. 
And this zip is open up to her waist to 
reveal she has nothing underneath, 
there is only her nude felsh and her 
bare black-haired pussy. This second 
girl, watching with excited eyes, is the 
blonde woman’s parlour maid. The 
one being caned is new to domestic 


service — but probably no one has 
told her to expect this. That she could 
be made to strip, and then would get 
this sickeningly painful caning. She 
makes a sobbing, gasping sound, as 
the cane whips in again. 


Diana Stanfield rang the bell for her 
maid, then flopped down in an 
abandoned but elegant posture in one 
of the pale cream armchairs in her 
tastefully furnished sitting room. Her 
blue eyes had a restless. excited look. 
She had just come in. 


Diana Stanfield was a tall and 
beautiful blonde. She was also 31. In 
her twenties she had imagined that 
being 30 and over would be quite 
impossible but she had found it 
wasn't, not in the slightest. Diana had 
thought of it as being no longer 


young, but now at 31 she didn’t think 
that way at all. Instead 30 had been a 
landmark; from inexperienced youth 
into full enjoyment of sensual 
pleasures. Married to a reasonably 
wealthy man Diana could afford her 
pleasures and now she had the 
confidence to take them, Her maid 
for instance. 


Diana was very much in the mood to 
use her cane, and so would have 
anyway found some excuse 


Diana reached for the bell again and 
gave a second peremptory ring. If 
Nicole had known the mood her 
mistress was in she would have come 
running. Not that this would have 
made a lot of difference. Because 
Diana was very much in the mood to 
use her cane, and so would have 
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anyway found some excuse. Minutes 
later there was a discreet knock and 
Nicole entered. 

She quietly closed the door, then 
came quickly to stand in front of her 
mistress and give a little curtsey. 
Nicole Marchant was22 and French, a 


very attractive girl with dark 
Mediterranean colouring. She was 
wearing her formal afternoon 


uniform of little black silk dress with 


white collar and cuffs, with dark silk 
stockings and high heels. A French 
parlour maid was of course a sign of 
class. An English girl did not have 
that same cachet, nor did other 
foreign girls. French girls were 
sophisticated; if you told one what 
you wanted she would simply say “Yes 
madam’ and comply as long as you 
were paying an adequate salary. 


You couldn’t rely on this with a less 
sophisticated English girl. It was 
because French girls were 
experienced of course. Nicole had 
told Diana she had been caned by a 
gentleman as a teenage girl. Going to 
do little jobs at his house after school 
— and most days getting caned, on 
her bare bottom. It wasn’t because 
she hadn’t done the jobs properly, 
simply that the gentleman enjoyed 
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caning a young and pretty girl on her 
bare bottom. Each time he caned her 
he.would pay an extra little bonus 
afterwards. 


In a sharp tone Diana told Nicole she 
had taken what seemed like half an 
hour to answer the bell and this was 
not good enough. Nicole’s big dark 


eyes met her mistress’s and she saw 
and recognised the look of 
excitement. Mrs Stanfield, still in her 
smart town suit, had just returned 
from some afternoon appointment 
that had left her in an aroused state. 
Perhaps an illicit tryst in which Mrs 
Stanfield had engaged in the act of 
sexual intercourse. A young man — 


or an older one. Because Nicole was 
aware that Diana Stanfield did 
indulge in men, a maid got to know 
these things. Her interests weren't 
confined to her own sex. But on the 
other hand it could have been a girl. A 
brunette like herself. Mrs Stanfield 
was especially keen on brunettes. 


Nicole murmured an apology but 
knowing with that look in Mrs 
Stanfield’s eye it would not do her 
much good. She was going to get a 
caning. And after that ... Nicole 
didn’t enjoy being caned. It hurt, Mrs 
Stanfield usually made quite sure it 
hurt. But through the searing pain it 
could also be a turn-on, and after the 
caning Mrs Stanfield was likely to 
want something else which if she had 
been turned-on Nicole could be hot 
and ready for. Like her mistress 
Nicole went for both women and 
men. 

Diana curtly announced that she was 
going to cane Nicole. Getting to her 
feet and going to the pretty brunette 
and squeezing her ripe boobs through 
the slinky black silk dress. Usually she 
made Nicole strip for a caning, but 
now she told the French girl she could 
just tuck the skirt of her dress up 
round her waist and slide down her 
knickers. Then bend over the arm of 
the chair she had just vacated. 


The knickers were slipped down to 
expose the ripe pale moons of her nude 
bottom. She had not been caned 
previously today, but had had it 
yesterday 


Nicole said only a submissive “Yes 
madam.’ Doing as she was told as 
Diana Stanfield went to get her cane 
from behind the settee. Under the 
little dress Nicole had on pale blue silk 
French knickers and a darker blue 
suspender belt for her stockings. The 
knickers were slipped down to expose 
the ripe pale moons of her nude 
bottom. She had not been caned 
previously today, but had had it 
yesterday. Those marks were still 
faintly visible. 


Nicole’s breath gasped out and she 
gave a little grunt as the first stinging 
stroke landed. Mrs Stanfield didn’t 


like a lot of noise, she considered it 


showed lack of discipline and she 
could use it as an excuse to extend the 
caning. But on the other little sounds, 
sharp little yips of pain, were 
acceptable. They showed that the 
caning was being effective. 


Nicole got six and all stingingly hard 
ones, her yelps were for real alright. 
And then Mrs Stanfield’s hand was 
there. With Nicole still bending over 
the arm of the chair, caressing her 
hotly quivering rear ... and then 
sliding in between Nicole’s thighs to 
her wet pussy. She gave an 
appreciative groan. 


‘Nice and hot now?’ Diana’s husky 
voice inquired. ‘Hot and ready to ... 
perform, Nicole?’ 


Removing her hand she pulled the 
maid to her feet. Her hand groped 
Nicole’s pussy again, from the front 
this time, and then in that same 
husky-with-arousal voice Diana told 
Nicole what she wanted. It was what 
she frequently wanted after an 
energetic session with the cane. 
Nicole, who was hot from the caning, 
was happy to oblige. 


She knelt to unzip her mistress’s skirt 
and slide it down. Mrs Stanfield had 
nothing much underneath. No 
knickers, just a black suspender belt 
for her silk stockings. She stepped out 
of the skirt, and pressed her hot sex 
against the maid’s face. Then, still 
holding the girl’s face to her, slid 
backwards into the chair. Opening 
her thighs as she did so. Raising her 
legs, she slid them down over the 
kneeling girl's back. Nicole was 
already at work. Her educated tongue 
already thrust in between the wet and 
ready lips of her mistress’s eager 
pussy. Diana stanfield let out a 
shuddery groan ... 


Afterwards, when Nicole’s practised 
tongue had brought Diana to a big 
and satisfying orgasm, she told her. It 
was the reason for Diana’s excited 
state of course. And it wasn’t a man, 
or men. No, it was a girl. Diana 
Stanfield had this afternoon visited 
one of the domestic service agencies, 
Domestic Girl Services. It was one 
where she was acquainted with the 
proprietress, and there had been a 
particular girl. A new girl, only 18 and 
as yet quite untrained. A very lovely 
brunette. 


French girls were experienced of 
course. Nicole had told Diana she had 
been caned by a gentleman as a 
teenage girl. Going to do little jobs at 
his house after school — and most days 
getting caned, on her bare bottom 


Stroking Nicole’s lustrous head Diana 
added, ‘Of course not more lovely 
than you, Nicole Dear. And I don’t 
suppose she knows anything at all 
about anything. For one thing she is 
English so she won't have any of that 
valuable background experience that 
you French girls get. But she is really 
sweet, and just crying out to be 
trained. And they said ... that I can 
have her. For a few weeks. For some 


special training. Isn't that really 
exciting, Nicole dear?” 


It was exciting—as long as this new girl 
didn't get Mrs Stanfield so hot for her 
that she wanted to keep her on. 
Because there was only a position for 
one parlour maid in the Stanfield 
household. A cook-general and one 
maid, that was the extent of the live-in 
staff; Mr Stanfield would not want to 
pay for any more, and there was no 
work to justify another servant. There 
was not always a lot of work for 
Nicole, not on the face of it — but then 
Mr Stanfield did not know of her 
other duties, satisfying his wife's at 
times urgent sexual drive. 


Sensing what might be going through 
Nicole's pretty head, Diana hastened 
to reassure her. This girl, called 
Susan, would only be with them for a 
strictly limited period. Diana pulled 
Nicole to her and kissed her hotly on 
the mouth. 


Mrs Stanfield had nothing much 
underneath. No knickers, just a black 
suspender belt for her silk stockings. 
She stepped out of the skirt, and 
pressed her hot sex against the maid’s 
face 


Susan Robsen stood nervously before 
poised and elegant Mrs Stanfield in 
her beautiful sitting room. Mrs 
Stanfield was to be her mistress, but 
for a two-week period only. Two 
weeks of domestic training in the 
substantial Stanfielid residence, 
located in an exclusive West London 
suburb. It would be an invaluable 
experience for her, the lady at the 
agency had told Susan. Real live 
experience in an upper-middle-class 
home was so much better than 
learning from training staff. There 
would be Mrs Stanfield herself who 
had so graciously made the offer, plus 
her regular maid and the cook who 
would also be very willing to instruct 
and inform. 


So it was all a marvellous opportunity 
— but that did not prevent Susan from 
feeling decidedly nervous, scared 
even, as now this afternoon she stood 
before her new mistress for the first 
time. She was just 18 and had not 
really been away from home before. 
And if it hadn't been for her father’s 
little business going bankrupt earlier 


in the year Susan would never have 
had to contemplate going into 
domestic service. She would have 
stayed at home until she found a 
husband, which for such an attractive 
and well-brought-up girl would have 
been no problem at all. But then 
suddenly out of the blue. 


It still brought tears to Susan’s eyes 
when she thought about it. So it was 
best not to think about it. Certainly 
not think about all that might-have- 
been now, as she stood here before 
Mrs Stanfield in her new best 
uniform. 


Susan had to have two uniforms, a 
best one for afternoons and evenings 
plus a less glamorous one for morning 
work. The best one was of slinky 
black silk, short and sexy, with white 
lace cuffs and collar. It was worn with 
sheer dark silk stockings and very 
high-heel patent leather shoes; and 
with sexy underwear underneath the 
little black dress. Peach coloured silk 
knickers plus a black suspender belt 
today. 


Mrs Stanfield was getting to her feet. 
Smiling in a friendly way she asked 
Susan if she could curtsey. Susan felt 
her face go hot with embarrassment — 
because she had forgotten that she 


should curtsey when coming in here 
and presenting herself to her new 
mistress. She produced one now, as 
she had been taught at the agency. 

Mrs Stanfield, with a tinkly laugh, 
said it was alright, she knew Susan 
was new and there was a lot to learn. 
She came close ... and Susan felt Mrs 
Stanfield’s hand lightly at her bottom, 


“And deportment Susan. Did they tell 
you anything about that at the 
agency?’ 


Susan said ‘No madam.” 


A coarse common man might grope at 
your bottom, if he had the 
opportunity. But this wasn’t someone 
like that, it was elegant and beautiful 
Mrs Stanfield! 


Mrs Stanfield said, "We'll have to 
work on that then. My maid Nicole 
will be able to show you the elements 
of good deportment.’ And then her 
hand fondled Susan’s bottom. 
Groping the full cheeks under the 
slinky little dress. In the same sort of 
way that you knew a coarse common 
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man might grope at your bottom, ifhe 
had the opportunity. But this wasn’t 
someone like that, it was elegant and 


beautiful Mrs Stanfield!. 
automatically stumbled away. 


Susan 


At once Mrs Stanfield's voice became 


icy. Full of menace. ‘Come back here 
Miss! And stand still! Perhaps you are 
in need of a course of discipline! 


It was like a bucket of cold water 
hitting her. Susan stumbled back next 
to Mrs Stanfield — whose hand 


immediately took hold of her bottom 
again. 


‘Yes Miss? A little course of 
discipline. That is the first basic for all 
domestic servants. And it is taught 
with the cane. Shall we have a touch 


of the cane? With this bare.’ Her hand 
squeezed Susan’s bottom-cheek. 


Susan couldn’t believe it! It was like 
some awful nightmare! But it wasn’t 
something she was dreaming, it was 
real, it was happening ... She was 
bending over Mrs Stanfield’s 
beautiful pale-cream chair. With the 
little dress tucked up round her waist. 
And those glamorous peach-coloured 
knickers pulled down, to the tops of 


her stockings. So that her bottom was 
quite bare! Susan half thought she 
might faint. Mrs Stanfield’s hand was 
at her bottom. Caressing the silky 
flesh. It was quite awful, to have her 
hand there on the bare flesh. But 
something worse was just about to 
happen. Even worse than having your 
bare bottom intimately handled. Yes. 
The cane! On Susan’s poor bare rear. 


THWATTT...!! 


Oh dear God! It felt like she had been 
cut in two! That diabolical cane ... had 
simply sliced her in two. 


THWATTTT..!! 


THWATTTT ...!! 


. And a second! As unbearable as the 
first. Unbearable — but she had to 
bear it. Because ... there was no 
choice. 


Nicole said, “That was only a start. 
Madam mostly will do the caning in 
the big room. Also you wll be wearing 
a special outfit. Not your maid’s 
uniform but something else. Not 
covering very much of you I expect.” 


Nicole 


spoke а heavily French- 
accented version of English but 
otherwise had a good command of the 
language. The two girls were in 
Nocole’s room, which Susan was 
going to share for the next two weeks 
using a put-me-up bed which had 
been set up near the wondow. Susan 
had been caned an hour ago — that 
first and quite devastating caning. But 
it was only the beginning. There was 
more to come. Mrs Stanfield 
afterwards, stroking Susan’s red-hot 
bottom, had gloatingly told Susan 
that. There was quite a lot more to 


come, she said. Because new and 
inexperienced Susan was very much 
in need of disciplining. In need of 
having her bare bottom caned. 


The next stage of this was coming very 
shortly. Susan was apparently 
unaware of this but Mrs Stanfield had 
told Nicole. She was going to want 
both girls in that room later this 
afternoon. 


Susan looked as if she was about to 
break into tears. Again — because 
she had ben crying — really sobbing 
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— when she came on. As a result of 
that caning of course. Nicole went to 
put her arms round Susan. Making 
sympathetic sounds. 


Mr Hugelot had just caned her three 
times — and had then sat down and 
pulled her across his lap. His hand had 
slid in between her legs to her pussy 
and his expert fingers had proceeded 
to bring her off 


It had been the English girl’s first 
caning, Nicole had got that out of her 
already. Hugging Susan, who was 
now crying again, Nicole recalled her 
own introduction. It had not been too 
painful, if that was possible with the 
cane. Mr Hugelot had just caned her 
three times — and had then sat down 
and pulled her across his lap. His hand 
had slid in between her legs to her 
pussy and his expert fingers had 
proceeded to bring her off. He had 
subsequently done that each time he 
caned her, so that for Nicole the cane, 
although it hurt, was inextricably 
bound up with intense sexual 
pleasure. 


Nicole’s hands were caressing the 
sobbing English girl. She felt a strong 
desire to do more herself. To get her 
hand at Susan’s pussy. Her hand ... 
and also her tongue 


Nicole knew poor Susan hadn’t had 
that. She had simply been given what 
sounded like a quite savage caning by 
Mrs Stanfield. No doubt Mrs 
Stanfield would want to proceed to 


the other — but for the start it had just 
been her sadistic streak in charge. She 
had only been interested in hurting 
Susan. Nicole’s hands were caressing 
the sobbing English girl. She felt a 
strong desire to do more herself. To 
get her hand at Susan’s pussy. Her 
hand ... and also her tongue. To get 
this lovely English girl writhing in the 
grip of passion. 


But that wasn’t possible now. They 
had both to get back downstairs. To 


serve tea to Mrs Stanfield and a 
gentleman visitor who was expected. 
And after that Mrs Stanfield was 
going to want a proper sesison. In her 
punishment room. Both of them, in 
Mrs. Stanfield’s special punishment 
outfits. Were they both going to get 
it? Maybe — but Nicole guessed Mrs 
Stanfield’s attentions would be 
concentrated on the new girl. On poor 
Susan. 


The punishment room was simply a 
large empty room at the rear of the 
house. Its windows looked out onto 


the big back garden — but when you 
were here you were not admiring the 
view outside. Mrs Stanfield wasn’t 
and nor was Nicole. Nor’ this 
afternoon was Susan going to be. 


Poor breathless Susan’s punishment 
outfit consisted of a little open jacket 
and black high heels — nothing else. 
The jacket was a bolero top of shiny 
black PVC which had a zip down the 
front, but the zip was not done up and 
the little top was completely open. 
Susan’s full shapely tits were 


therefore quite nude. As was the rest 
of her. She had a desperate desire to 
cover herself, put her hands over her 
bare tits and her equally bare pussy — 
but Mrs Stnafield had sharply vetoed 
that. And had reinforced her 
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command with ап equally sharp little 
cut of her cane. 


Diana Stanfield, as she preferred to 
be for punishment sessions, was also 


only briefly clad. Sexy black French 
knickers and a black suspender belt 
with black silk stockings and high 
heels; apart from these and a pair of 
long black silk gloves she was as nude 
as the girl she was going to cane. 


Nicole, who would probably be 
getting a taste of the cane too, was in 
a little black PVC top and matching 
skirt, the latter with a zip from hem to 
waist at the front. She was standing 


with her arms at full stretch above her 
head to grip a heavy rope dangling 
from the ceiling beams. 


Yes Nicole would no doubt be getting 
a taste of the cane but there was 


equally no doubt that Diana 
Stanfield’s attentions were going to be 
focussed first of all on this lovely new 
girl who was with her for two weeks 
training. Diana had had that 
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preliminary taste with Susan earlier in 
the sitting room. And then she had 
had her gentleman visitor. Mr 
Mantlon was a business acquaintance 
of Henry Stanfield - and a new and 
seemingly very ardent admirer of 
Diana. He had been extremely ardent 


at his tea-time visit. Even proposed 
full sexual intercourse there and then. 
Naturally Diana had not consented 
(she had only met Mr Mantlon on two 
previous occasions) — but she had, 
briefly, fondled Mr Mantlon’s very 
erect penis through his smartly-cut 


trousers. So that had been a 
stimulating visit — and it had only 
served to increase Diana’s hot desire 
for Susan. Her hot desire to cane her. 
And then after that other 
pleasures. 


This big room where she liked to have 
her punishment sessions was empty 
save for a few useful props. A ladder 
positioned vertically, its top against 
the ceiling beams; an old carpenter’s 
trestle; and that heavy length of rope 
which Nicole was holding onto. A girl 
could imagine all kind of frightening 


things being done with that dangling 
rope 
unpleasant thing with the ladder and 
that trestle. 

It was the ladder first of all for 
delicious Susan. Diana Stanfield 
made the shaking girl stand with her 
nude front against it and her arms 


And also quite a lot of: 


stretching up to their furthest extent, 
so that only the toes of her high-heel 
shoes were touching the floor, then 
grip the highest ladder rung she could 
reach. This position thrust Susan’s 
ripe bare bottom out in a most 
provocative manner. To Diana’s keen 
eyes it seemed immediately to be 
crying out for the cane — and as soon 
as the pretty English girl was. in 
position she let her have a wristy cut 
of the cane squarely across the full 
meat of those inviting nates. There 
was a frantic yelp. 


This position thrust Susan’s ripe bare 
bottom out in a most provocative 
manner. To Diana’s keen eyes it 
seemed immediately to be crying out 
for the cane — and as soon as the 
pretty English girl was in position she 
let her have a wristy cut of the cane 


Susan was briskly told to be quiet. ‘Or 
I'll give you something to yell about. 
ГП flay the skin off that pretty bottom 
— is that what you'd like?” 


She gave Susan a second hard cut, 
then went over to Nicole. A husky 
whisper in her ear: ‘I hope you're 
really enjoying this, Nicole dear, as 
she slid her hand up between the 
French girl’s legs to grope her bare 
pussy. Then Mrs Stanfield was 
excitedly unzipping Nicole’s skirt and 
pulling it off. Groping her pussy 
again. 


Moments later the moans became a 
shocked yelp of pain. Because Mrs 
Stanfield had stopped her pussy- 
fondling — and had grabbed the end 
of the rope and jerked it brutally up 
between Nicole’s legs 


The spectacle of Susan’s ripe bottom 
being caned in front of her had got 
Nicole turned on and now Mrs 
Stanfield’s hand, on top of this, 
caused her to gasp out little moans of 
pleasure and writhe her hips. But 
moments later the moans became a 
shocked yelp of pain. Because Mrs 
Stanfield had stopped her pussy- 


fondling — and had grabbed the end 
of the rope and jerked it brutally up 
between Nicole’s legs. 


Diana laughed. “Don't you like that 
Nicole? Doesn't it turn you оп! She 
yanked the rope hard up again, 


making it cut agonisingly into Nicole’s 
pussy, and causing another frantic 
yell. 


“Nice? teased Diana. ‘And do you 
think our new girl will like it too?” 


Susan thought she was going to faint. 
The intense pain from those two cane 
strokes was still pulsating through 


her. And now She had seen, 
glancing desperately sideways, what 
Mrs Stanfield had done to Nicole. 
With that diabolical rope. 
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More caning, over the trestle. And 
after that she and Nicole both at the 
ladder — with Mrs Stanfield caressing 
the two of them. Licking, kissing their 
nude bodies 


Mrs Stanfield was now forcing 
Nicole’s legs wide. And with the rope 
stretched taut, forcing her pussy hard 
down on it. Nicole made babbling 
sounds. 


Moments later their hot-eyed mistress 


was striding back to Susan. To give 
her two more meaty cuts with the 
cane. And then back to Nicole. This 
time pulling her over to the trestle. 
Pushing the yelping Nicole face-down 
over it. Then whipping the cane into 
her bare bottom. Once ... Twice ... 


Back once more to Susan. That husky 
turned-on voice: ‘Now Susan’s turn 
with the rope. Yes? Nice and hard 
between her pretty legs.” 


Susan let out a desperate shuddering 
scream. But Mrs Stanfield was 
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dragging her over to the rope. 


In bed Susan heard the door quietly 
open in the dark. Susan had been in 


bed perhaps an hour but she wasn't 
asleep. She couldn't sleep. Susan's 
head was too full of that mind- 
bogeling session in the big room hours 
earlier. Being caned stretched up 
against that ladder. Then that fiendish 


rope yanked hard up between her legs 
— so that it seemed it was going to cut 
her in two. Then more caning, over 
the trestle. And after that she and 
Nicole both at the ladder — with Mrs 
Stanfield caressing the two of them. 


Licking, kissing their nude bodies. 


Susan was alone in the bedroom 
because in the evening Nicole had 
been sent to stay the night with a 


friend of Mrs Stanfield. Her own maid 
had had to go and visit her mother or 


something. So Susan was alone — 


except that now she wasn’t alone. 


Someone was here. It could be ... 


a 


burglar ... Or Mr Stanfield … Ог... 


Yes, it was Mrs Stanfield. Sliding into 
bed with Nicole. Mrs Stanfield was 
nude, the dressing gown she had been 


wearing now discarded in a crumpled 
heap at the side of the bed. Susan gave 
a frightful little yelp. Mrs Stanfield 
with a husky laugh was pulling up 


Susan’s night-gown. 


“Lovely Susan, she breathed. “You 
know I believe Mr Stanfield quite 


fancies you. And maybe ГП let him 
have you. Just a little tast, mmm..? 
But only after Гуе had my own full 
enjoyment." 


END 
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Pretty blonde Alison Banfield had 
decided more or less on the spur of 
the moment to take a day off 
school. Alison never did this sort of 
thing, she couldn't remember 
when she had last had a day off. 
And maybe that was it, because 
she didn't normally do it and it was 
something different. It was right 
after the Christmas holiday and 
following the excitement of 
Christmas and then New Year's 
Eve going back to school was 
definitely yuk and boring. So on 
this Wednesday after two days 
back at school she just thought, 
lying in bed, why not? 


Joanne would occasionally absent 
herself, to go and wander round 
the two and usually managed to 
have some adventure or other. 
Including adventures with men. 


]t was not a good idea of course. 
Alison was 17 and this was her last 


year at school so she should be 
working hard every day, every 
moment, to get the good grades in 
the summer exams. Her friends, 
including Greg her steady 
boyfriend, all seemed to have that 
gung-ho attitude with no post- 
holiday blues. Well except 
perhaps Joanne who did take days 
off now and then. Joanne would 
occasionally absent herself, to go 
and wander round the two and 
usually managed to have some 
adventure or other. Including 
adventures with men, because 
Joanne was a very pretty girl with 
a shapely figure. Though of course 
certainly no prettier or with any 
better figure than Alison herself. 


Joanne would relate these 
adventures — perhaps edited 
versions — in hushed, excited 


tones to Alison and certain other 
girls. 


Alison wasn't looking for any 
adventures with men, just a day 
that didn't involve going to boring 


old school. And it wasn't difficult, 
because on Wednesday mornings 
Alison's mother helped at the 
Oxfam shop and went directly 
there after driving her father to the 
station. So there was no one in the 
house when it was time for Alison 
to go off to school. At 8.30 she rang 
the school. Disguising her voice 
she told the secretary, ‘This is Mrs 
Banfield. Alison is not too well and 
I'm keeping her home today.’ It 
was as simple as that. 


The thought of being picked up by 
a good-looking man and going 
somewhere and letting him take 
her knickers off. 


She put on a dress, not that awful 
school uniform, and stockings 
with a suspender belt which she 
also didn't normally wear to 
school. Also some pink lipstick. 
She thought of Joanne's truanting 
adventures. A couple of times 


A DAY OFF SCHOOL 
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Joanne claimed she had been 
screwed by strange men on her 
away-days. That thought was a 
tingly turn-on as Alison put on her 
rainccat and went slightly 
nervously out of the house just 
after 9. The thought of being 
picked up by a good-looking man 
and going somewhere and letting 
him take her knickers off. Andthen 
put his big thing in. 


Alison had that hot, slightly scary 
thought, but of course had no 
intention of doing anything at all 
in that direction. No, she would 
just wander around. Maybehavea 
look at some of the sales — as long 
as a neighbour didn't spot her. 
Then maybe go for a cup of coffee 
in that little cafe where she and 
Greg sometimes went; it was a bit 
of a greasy spoon, too down 
market for any of the neighbours or 
her parents’ friends to be there. 


And that was what Alison did. She 
looked round some of the shops 
and that was OK, but the cafe 
proved to be a bit of a mistake. 
Because the man behind the 
counter recognised her, he had 
seen this good-looking blonde in 
there before with Greg. He had 
seen her in her school uniform. So 
he could guess she should be at 
school — and that was clearly 
what he told this other man. 


The man who followed Alison out 
when she left and stopped her just 
outside. ‘You're playing truant 
young lady. Don't deny it.’ 


Alison didn't deny it. She was for 
the moment too taken by surprise 
to say anything. But once she had 
recovered from that shock the man 
wasn't too frightening. He had 
said it with a disarming little grin, 
in an educated sort of accent. He 
was smartly dressed in a suede 
zip-up jacket, and not really old, 
maybe thirtyish, and quite good- 
ooking with dark wavy hair. 
Looking something like Greg in 
act only of course older. 


More or less keeping her cool, and 
hoping she wasn't blushing, 
Alison said, No I'm not. І... up ... 
wasn't feeling well this morning, 
hat's why I'm not at school.’ 


The man laughed. ‘Really! You 
certainly look OK.' And then he put 
his arm in hers and walked her 
into the adjacent doorway. ‘What if 
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I told you I was a doctor. I could 
give you a quick examination, 
couldn't I? Check what state you're 
in. 


Alison gave a little yelp. Taking 
hold of her like that was bad 
enough, but now he had her 
backed up against the door and his 
hands were at the big buttons of 
her raincoat. She tried to push his 
hands away but in a sterner voice 
now he told herto keep still. Ordid 
she want him to phone the school? 
Or take her to the police station 
perhaps? 

Naturally she didn't, so trembling 
and feeling a bit more scared 
Alison let him of it. Undo all the 
buttons of her raincoat. Then 
pulling it open. She was thinking 
of course of Joanne now. Those 
stories that you didn't really know 
if you could believe or not. Joanne 
getting herself screwed. But 
Joanne hadn't claimed it had 
happened like this. Standing 
backed up in a doorway in the 
middle of the town in .broad 
daylight. A strange man just 
taking your knickers down and 
doing it standing up. 


But he had got his hands on her 
boobs. Alison’s big, firm and very 
sensitive boobs. 


That wasn't actually happening. 
Not yet. But he had got his hands 
on her boobs. Alison's big, firm 
and very sensitive boobs. She 
made a shuddering protesting 
sound as his two hands squeezed 
them. 


‘Very nice! Aren't they super! And 
extremely healthy feeling I would 
say. So what's your name?’ 


She managed А... Alison. Then А 
… Alison ... Smith. And ... let me 
go... His hands still squeezing 
her boobs were sending shock 
waves through her. 


He laughed. It's not Smith. You 
better tell me your right name or I 
will take you round to the police 
station.“ 


Alison mumbled ‘Banfield.’ And 
then gave another more urgent 
squeal. One hand had slid down to 
her pussy. She tried to squirm 
away but was again told to stand 


still. The hand cupped her pussy. 


His voice, soft now, said, ‘So Miss 
Alison Banfield. Is this what you 
like? Having your pussy felt. 
Having it played with? Better than 
going to school, eh?’ 


Alison gave a shuddery moan The 
awful hand was driving her 
frantic. Still feeling her, cupping 
and squeezing her pussy, the man 
said, ‘Well this is what we're going 
to do, pretty Alison Banfield.’ 


* * * 


What he said was that he was 
going to take her round to his flat. 
Where he was going to give her a 
litle lesson so that the next time 
Alison felt the urge to commit 
truancy she would at least stop 
and think twice about it. She tried 
to refuse. Joanne of course had 
been screwed in a man’s flat (or at 
least so she claimed). Alison didn't 
fancy that possibility, not as a 
lesson about cutting school or for 
any other reason. If she had 
stopped to think she could have 
just refused; because this bloke 
wouldn't really take her round to 
school, and certainly not the police 
station. But Alison wasn't thinking 
logically, she wasn't really 
thinking at all. Unless you could 
call those panicky thoughts about 
Joanne being screwed thinking. 
Joanne being screwed and 
enjoying it! Or so she claimed. 
Was that going to be Alison's fate. 
Getting screwed at this man’s flat? 
He said his car was just round the 
corner. He also told her his name 
was Dave. And then he told Alison 
what he intended to do at his flat. 
At least it wasn't screwing her. He 
said he was going to spank her 
bottom bare. Then either use his 
hand or perhaps the back of a 
hairbrush on her. Smiling he 
asked what she would prefer: his 
hand or a hard haribrush? 


Alison didn't have an answer. He 
still had her backed into the 
doorway, with her coat open and 
his hands feeling her inside it, 
although at least he had taken his 
hand away from her pussy. She 
pictured what he was saying. Face 
down over his lap like that, her 
bottom bare and fully exposed to 
this stranger. It made her goall hot 
and cold. Perhaps she should be 
thinking that it could be worse. 


Well, it wasn't getting screwed. If 
spanking was all she was going to 
get. Perhaps she should be 
thankful for that. But that wasn't 
what was uppermost in Alison's 
head. She was instead thinking of 
the awfulness of being spanked. 
Her nude bottom on display. With 


a hard hairbrush whacking down 
on it. 


He wanted Alison to take her 
knickers off. So that she would be 
all ready for the spanking 


And then he said something else. 
Before they went to his car he 
wanted Alison to take her knickers 
off. So that she would be all ready 
for the spanking when they got to 
his flat. He wanted her to take 
them off right there, in the 
doorway. 
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MODELS 


We are always looking for new faces and bottoms for our magazines, so if you are interested in 
taking part in a future photo session, please get in touch. Male models ofthe past who we already 
know but have lost touch with will also be welcome as of course will any of the lovely girls. 

Write with recent photo and if possible, phone number to: 


BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


LOCATIONS SOUGHT 


We are always on the lookout for a different photographic location that we can use for the day. If 
you have or know of a suitable place that we can bring along our girls to and use, we would very 
much life to hear from you. Write to: 
BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


TRADE INFORMATION 


If you need information regarding the purchasing of any of the SPANKING or FEMALE 
DOMINATION magazines, retail, trade or wholesale, please address your enquiries to: 
PRESS SALES, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 IHN. 


W MN. 
" 
IN 


Alison gave another of her 
desperate little squeals. No! 
‘Come оп, Dave said. ‘It's not a 
problem is it?’ 


Yes it was a problem! She couldn't 
take her knickers of in the street! 
And there was the other thing too. 
With her knickers off, the thought 
of not just being spanked but 
screwed as well. But this awful 
Dave was insisting. If she didn't do 
it herself he would do it. 


Alison looked frantically left and 
right. It was a quiet back street 
and no one had come by since 
Dave had pushed her in the 
doorway, and there was no one to 
be seen now. She hesitated, then 
pushed Dave away a little. And 
slid her hands up under her skirt. 
Her fingers reaching for her 
knickers, then tugging them, 
down. Her face bright red as she 
slid the brief white nylon knickers 
on down and off over her shoes. 
Dave took them from her and 
pushed them in his pocket. 


It felt awful. No knickers on! A 
scary naked feeling. To make that 
feeling worse a woman did now 
come along, pushing a pram. She 
gave Alison and Dave, in the 


doorway, a questioning look. 
Alison felt her nude flanks 
quivering. 


Dave waited until the woman had 
passed. ‘OK. Super. Now I just 
want to check ...' He was putting 
his hand up her skirt. 


"Ко... Alison breathed. But he was 
insisting. His hand sliding right 
up. She knew where the hand was 
going. Yes. His hand cupped 
round Alison's now bare bush. The 
crinkly-curled mound of her pussy. 
She gave a shuddering whimper. 
She was wet and his fingers were 
there, at her wet slit. At her clit. 


It was too much. With a gasp she 
pushed him away. Dave laughed. 
‘You're a hot one, aren't you. You 
like having it played with. And the 
other too I bet. I bet you love being 
fucked.’ 


His place was in the opposite 
direction to Alison's house, just a 
short drive but an area she 
scarcely knew. They went in a 
newish-looking block of flats and 
took the lift to the fourth floor. In 
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the lift there was a little struggle 
with Dave, grinning, succeeding 
in getting his hand up Alison’s 
skirt to her bare bottom. 'I can't 
wait to get at it!’ he told her. 


But inside the neat, attractive flat 
Dave said, ‘Actually we won't doit 
right away. I want you to be in the 
right mood for it Alison. Relaxed, 
not all jumpy which I can see you 
are. So I want you to be in the right 
mood for it Alison. Relaxed, not all 
jumpy which I can see you are. So 
I want you to take a nice warm 
bath first of all. And then put this 
on. 


He held up a pink nightdress 
which he had brought from the 
bedroom. Alison bit her lip. Her 
head was still spining from that 
business in the doorway. Now the 
thought of taking a bath here in his 
flat and then putting on that 
nightdress. Did a nightdress mean 
bed? In bed and being screwed 
you could imagine. 


‘Come оп, Dave urged her. ‘Get 
moving.’ 


She was here now, in his flat. Ina 
strange man's flat with no 
knickers on. 


Alison shook her head. Та... don't 
want any of this, she whimpered. 
But she was here now, in his flat. 
In a strange man's flat with no 
knickers on. Being told to get 
undressed for a bath. 


He came in the bathroom with her. 
Alison tried to make him go but he 
wouldn't. Dave said he wanted to 
see her. Without her clothes on. He 
wanted to see her lovely body, he 
said. So with the hot waterrunning 
in the bath she had to undress in 
front of him. Take off her raincoat 

. and then her pretty red-and- 
white dress. Underneath just her 
bra and the stockings and sexy 
suspender belt. His hand of 
course, which had been twice up 
Alison's skirt, already knew about 
the stockings and suspender belt. 


‘Very sexy!’ Dave remarked. His 
hand grabbed her pussy again. 
She yelped. Then he was pulling 
her bra strap undone. Pulling it off. 
And his hands at her big firm tits 
with their semi-erect strawberry 
nipples. Alison thought she was 
going to faint or something. And 


then she was in the bath. In the hot 
scented water. A bit more groping 
from Dave, at her now wet tits, and 
then he went out. Telling her not to 
be too long. 


* * * 


Having her bare bottom spanked 
with a hairbrush was going to be 
bad. 


Twenty minutes later with her 
heart in her mouth Alison tip-toed 
out into the lounge. She had the 
pink nightdress on. And nothing 
else of course. A scary feeling of 
nakedness — although the hot 
bath had served to settle her just a 
bit. But not a lot, knowing what 
was to come now. Knowing ... and 
fearing quite a bit more. Having 
her bare bottom spanked with a 
hairbrush was going to be bad. 
Awful! But ... there were those 
persistent thoughts of Joanne. 
Joanne's stories that made your 
eyes widen. Joanne being screwed 
by those blokes. 


She tried to tell herself to stop 
thinking about being screwed. He 
wasn't going to get that. Dave was 
seated in achintzy armchair with a 
drink on the low table at his side. 
There was a drinks cabinet across 
the room and on the top, together 
with various bottles of drink, 
Alison saw a hairbrush. Lying 
there innocently but waiting to 
have a go at her bottom. Her legs 
seemed too weak to support her, as 
Dave told her to come over and 
stand next to him. 


But somehow they did. He told her 
to lift the nightdress up. Round her 
waist. Standing facing him she did 
this too. Showing him her pussy. 


‘What you should really get is a 
good caning of course,’ Dave said, 
his eyes on her pinkly glowing 
body and of course in particular on 
her pussy. ‘The cane on your 
bottom when it's fresh from a nice 
hot bath is really something.’ 


Alison shook her head again. She 
hadn't agreed to anything. Dave 
said, 'Oh yes.’ And pointed to the 
hairbrush over on the cabinet. She 
had to go and fetch it. 


Hand it to Dave. And then get 
down over his lap. Alison felt a 
surge of panic. She could already 


feel the awful stinging pain. An 
impossible pain on her bare 
bottom. She couldn't take it! 
Maybe being screwed wouldn't be 
that bad. It wouldn't be as bad as 
this awful-looking brush on her 
bare bum. She wanted to blurt that 
out. She would have the other. 
Instead. In the bedroom. Dave 


could do it to her. If it meant she 
didn't have to be spanked with this 
brush. 


But Alison didn't say that. She 
didn't say anything. As like a 
zombie she got down over his lap. 
The nightdress had slipped down 
but Dave straightaway pulled it up 


again, above her waist. ‘That's 
nice, he said. His hand was roving 
over the warm soft flesh of her bare 
bottom. Sending all sorts of 
sensations through her. Making 
her gasp. 

And then he was really making her 
gasp. Because the hand had 
pushed her legs apart and had slid 


in there. Stroking the silky soft 
inside of her thigh. A girl was very 
sensitive there - but that wasn't 
all. In that position the hand was 
only inches from the most 
sensitive place of all. Alison's ripe 
fig. Her pussy. With her legs 
spread it was completely exposed. 
The lips slightly parted ... And he 
had only to slide his fingers up a 
little further. 


A shuddery moan as Dave's hand 
did just that. Fingers at the fat split 
fig. Fingers slipping inside. 


The fingers played with her as she 
moaned and gasped. Writhing, 
squirming her hips. It was awful — 
but of course it also felt good. It 
was what she let Greg do to her. It 
was what she did herself. Oh yes, 
Alison liked it alright. It was 
maybe awful that this stranger, 
Dave, was doing it. But in spite of 
that she couldn't help it getting to 
her. It was making her forget any 
thought of that hairbrush. For the 
moment at least. Because ... it was 
really getting to her. She was ... 
going to come. 


The hand had pushed her legs 
apart and had slid in there. 
Stroking the silky soft inside of her 
thigh. A girl was very sensitive 
there. 


Then ... 


'Aaaiieeeeehh ..!! Aahhaaaaahhh 


It was the hairbrush! Suddenly, 
out of nowhere! Cracking down on 
one squirming cheek. One 
moment Alison was on the point of 
coming, writhing herself on those 
fingers in her cunt ... And the next 
moment the fingers were no longer 
there. Instead they had picked up 
the hairbrush and with one smooth 
movement it had been brought 
devastatingly down. 


* * * 


It was a really mind-blowing 
whacking. That first traumatic 
blow and all the others. How 
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many? Alison had no idea, the 
dreadful brush just seemed to keep 
on coming down, onto her 
increasingly scorching-hot 
bottom. And when he had done of 
course, almost bringing her off like 
that, made it twice as bad. She 
was ultra-sensitised. Every nerve 
on edge ... 


Alison was in a real state by the 
time he finally finished. She could 
hardly stand when she was 
pushed to her feet. Her face was 
tear-stained. Her poor bottom felt 
like it had been ravaged by a 
swarm of killer bees. 


Dave put a sympathetic arm round 
Alison, and then made her a gin- 
and-tonic. She felt a little bit better 
after a couple of half-choking 
gulps of the drink, and with the hot 
sting in her bum easing just 
slightly. 


Dave, smiling at her, said, ‘Of 
course we haven't finished. I think 
you'll need a second dose. That 
one is not really enough. By 
tomorrow you'll probably have 
forgotten all about it.’ 


* * * 


But Alison didn't have the second 
session. There was no way she 
could take a second bout of that 
brush. So she pleaded. And Dave 
didn't insist. Not when Alison 
made clear what else she would 
agree to. 


She would go with him into the 
bedroom. And get into the bed. 


The dreadful brush just seemed to 
keep on coming down, onto her 
increasingly scorching-hot 
bottom. 


Because apart from there being no 
way Alison could contemplate 
getting over Dave's lap again, she 
was also now feeling hot. Her 
pussy was telling her it was hot ... 
and would like some action. 
Possibly that awful whacking had 


contributed to this. Plus 
undoubtedly Dave's fingers 
working her up earlier. Probably 
also the gin-and-tonic. So that all 
in all she was not averse to having 
a fuck. Not at all. And although 
Dave might be awful he was also 
an attractive good-looking bloke. 
Sexy. For an older bloke. And older 
blokes could be sexy. That was 
what Joanne said. Joanne had 
been fucked by several older 
blokes, or so she claimed. 


Alison could contemplate getting 
over Dave's lap again, she was 
also now feeling hot. Her pussy 
was telling her it was hot … and 
would like some action. 


So they did get into the bed. 
Instead of Alison having a second 
whacking. Dave fucked her. And it 
was really great. Just about the 
best Alison had ever had. She 
didn't do it a great deal, not as 
much as Greg would like 
certainly. And of course only with 
Greg. She had never done it with 
anyone else. Not until now, with 
Dave in his bed. Dave with his big 
prick. Which reamed Alison's cunt 
just as devastatingly, in a different 
way of course, as that hairbrush 
had walloped her bottom. 


Well she would certainly have 
something to tell Joanne now. If 
she could believe Joanne could 
keep a secret. Alison would 
certainly like to tell her, but the 
possibility of it getting out made 
her feel a bit sick. If Greg found 
out! Or her mother! 


As it was Dave was keen to see her 
again. He wanted Alison to play 
traunt again! He said there 
wouldn't be any more spanking 
with the hair brush. He just wanted 
to fuck her some more. 


Could she believe that? 


END 
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BACK NUMBERS, STILL AVAILABLE 


SPANKING GOOD 


JUSTICE No. 14 to No. 19 £2.50 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 20 to No. 32 £3.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 33 to No. 46 £3.50 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 46A to No. 49 £4.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 50 to No. 57 £5.00 per copy 
JUSTICE No. 58 to No. 79 £6.00 per copy 


SPANKING LETTERS No. 5toNo. 18 £3.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 19 to No. 22 £3.50 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 28 to No. 32 £3.50 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 33 to No. 36 £4.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 37 to No. 44 £5.00 per copy 
SPANKING LETTERS No. 45 to No. 48 £6.00 per copy 


Dear BLUSHES Incorp. Spanking Letters 
No. 49 to No 66 £7.00 per copy 


PHOENIX No. 18 £4.00 

PHOENIX No. 41 to No. 45 £6.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 46 to No. 48 £7.00 per copy 
PHOENIX No. 49 £8.00 per copy 
PHOENIX CP Special No. 2 £7.00 per copy 


JANUS No. 65 to No. 67 £7.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 69 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 73 to No. 74 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 75 to No. 81 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 82 to No. 85 £8.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 86 to No. 88 £10.00 per copy 

JANUS No. 89 to No. 95 £10.00 per copy 

Janus Correspondence Special Nos 1, 2 and 3 

£10.00 per copy 


KANE No. 47 to No. 54 £8.00 per copy 
KANE No. 55 to No. 60 £10.00 per copy 


BLUSHES Мо. 1 £8.00 

BLUSHES No. 6toNo. 9 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 10 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 12 to No. 36 £6.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 37 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 48 to No. 66 £8.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No, 67 to.Na. 79 £10.00 per copy 
BLUSHES No. 80 to No. 84 £10.00 per copy 


FESSE No. 1 to No. 10 £8.00 per copy 


UNIFORM GIRLS No. 4 to No. 10 £5.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 11 to No. 23 £6.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 24 to No. 30 £7.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 31 to No. 38 £8.00 per copy 
UNIFORM GIRLS No. 39 to No. 45 £10.00 per copy 


SUPPLEMENT No. 1 £3.50 

SUPPLEMENT No. 3 £4.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 4 to No. 14 £5.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 15 to No. 27 £6.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 28 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 
SUPPLEMENT No. 33 to No. 35 £8.00 per copy 


WHISPERS No. 1toNo. 7 £5.00 per copy 

ROUE No. 62 to No. 72 £7.00 per copy 
FEMALE DOMINATION 

F.D. World No. 1 to No. 11 £7.00 per copy 

MISTRESS No. 4 to No. 29 £6.00 per copy 

MISTRESS No. 30 to No. 35 £7.00 per copy 

DEAR MISTRESS No. 36 to No. 47 £7.00 per copy 

VIXEN No. 4 to No. 25 £6.00 per copy 

VIXEN No. 26 to No. 32 £7.00 per copy 


VIXEN No. 33 to No. 43 £7.00 per copy 
VIXEN No. 44 to No. 47 £8.00 per copy 


We try for return of post and certainly send under plain cover. 
Make Cheques and P.O.’s payable to: 
‘PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


FOR POSTAGE AND PACKING 
Please add 30p per item (U.K.) 
Please add 50p per item (Europe) 
Please add £2 per item (U.S.A. or CANADA) 
AND THE REST OF THE WORLD 
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VOSWITCHED-ON? 


2 KUS EES 


SYMIDEO 
INTE RNATIONAL ~ 


“THE GREATEST 
C.P. VIDEOS IN THE WORLD 
FEATURING 
THE MOST NUBILE YOUNG GIRLS, 
AT-A PRICE THAT'S RIGHT. 


“PRESS SALES’ 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


